iouf • ;./ ~ — 

f;l# 


il;!" 




7heJ!ip^yof . 

^^shfjare/b4ri»g,tl}eprmceat)dPmt 

*Trin- Your money. ^favponth(mitheyaHrt^meawaj,ttndPi^*t 
pom. Villaaies, "Sfialp after a hkwor^Wo raws may tot, Uti, 

^ uingthe bootte behinde them. 

Vr 'tn. Got with much caluNow merrily to horfe:thethceuc$ 
arerc-attet<ecl, and pofl'eft withfeare fo ftroogly that they dare 
notmeete each other, each takes hisfcllowfor an officer, a way 
»oodNed,Falfta|ffe(w'earcs to death, and lards tlieleanc earth 
as he walkes along : wcrt notibr laughing! ihouldpittie him. 
/’www How the rogue roard, ,Exettpt t 

, Bttter Hotjfurfolufirfttdiwga letters. 

Bat for mine owne part, my Lord,,! could bee well contented to bee 

therein refpeB of the loue I beareyourheafe. 

He could be c5tcnted,vyhy is he iiotthen?in therefpeft of the 
louche bcares Qurhoufc: he/liowesin tlns,hc loueshis owne ••• 
ia^ne betteft then.heloucs our houfe.Lct me fee lomemore. 

Xhepnrpofeypuvndertabeisdanderout. 

Whythats ccrtame,tis dangerous to take a cold , to fleepcj to 
drinke,butl tel you(my Lord foolejoutofthis nettledanger, 
we, plucke this flower fafety, 

TheparpofeyoaVndertakett dangerous y the friendsfoa hme named 
Vncertamejtbe tmeitj(lfev»forted,a»d^yow whole plotmhght ,jof 
the cottnterpoifeoffo great an oppoftioH. 

Say you foifay you fo.I fay vnto youagainc you area Ihah 
low cowardly hitidc,and you ly ctw'hat a lack^btaine is tliis^by 
theLordourplotisagoodpldt.ascucr was laid, our friendc 
true& c6ftant:a good plot, good fric-nds,& ful, . of expeftatio*. 
an cxcellct plot,very good friendsjwhatafroftiefpiritcd rogue 
is this? why, ray Lord ofYorke commends the plot,& the gene 
rail courfe of the Aaion.Zounds & I were noW by this ralcal, 

I could brainehira with his Ladies fanne .Is there notmyw* 
ther, my vnclc, andmyfclfe> Lord Edmund Mortirncr , my 
Lordc ofYorke, 5c O wen Glendowcrns there not bchdes the 

Do wglasfhaue I not al their letters to meet me in armes by the 
ninth of the next month, and arc they noeXom J* 

jward already ?w hata pagan rafkall is this, and infadcl. wa.) 
IhaUfce now in very finecritie olfeare and cold j> 

thcKing,and lay open al our proceedingeS .0,1 could ai 
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Henrie the fourth , 

V felfc & <ro to buffets, for mouing fuch a dilli of skim milk« 
with fo honorable an aaion.Hang him,lct him tcllthc Kiog» 
we are prepared- 1 will fet forward to night, Snttr his LmOj. 

How now Kate,I muft leaue you within thefe two hourcs# 
Lady O my good Lord,why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banilht woman from my Harries bed? 

Tell mc,fwcct Lord,what is’t that takes from t hec 
Thy ftomack,plcafurc,andthy golden fleepc? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth? 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the freffi bloud in thy cheekes? 

And giuen my treafurcs'and my rights of thee 
To thick eyd mufing,and ciirft mclacholly? 

In my faint flurabers,! by thee watcht, 

And heard theemurmure tales of y ton warres, 
Speaketearmes of manage to thy boTinding fteed. 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talkt 
Of (allies, and retircs,trenchcs,tents. 

Of pallizadocs,fromicrs„parapets, 

0( bafiiisks,ofcanon,culucrin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome.and of fouldicrs flainc, 

Andall the current, ofaheddy fight, 

Thy fpirit within thee hath bin fo at war. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in chy fleepc. 

That beds of fwcat hath flood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difttfrbed ftreame. 

And inthy face ftrangc motions haue apeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fomc great fodaiac haft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand. 

And I muft know it,elfc he loues me not. 

Hot what ho, is Gilliams with the packet gone? 

Ser. He is, my Lord,an hourc agoe. 

Iciot, Hath Butler brought thofe horfes from the fhcriffcf 
Ser. One horfe,my Lord,hc brought cuen now; 

Hot. What horfex'aroanc?acrop earc,isitnot? 

Ser. It is my Lord, 



